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RECREATIONS. 



THE title selected for this little book, was 
fixed upon, after some reflection, as the most 
appropriate ; it is not a presumptuous one, as 
nothing; more was intended by it than to indi- 
cate the circumstances under which these pic- 
tures of English and Carolina country life were 
drawn by the author. Unimportant as it may 
appear, I yet was not* indifferent to the selec- 
tion of a proper name, under which my pro- 
ductions should be ushered into the world, be- 
ing well aware of the advantage resulting from 
a good introduction, and the folly of raising ex* 
pectations we are by no means able to gratify. 
I at first ran over the whole catalogue of wri- 
ters, such as Rambler, Tader^ Lounger, and so 
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forth ; but had too much discretion to seize like 
Phaeton, the reins of the sun, not from any ap- 
prehension of letting the world in a blaze, but 
from a dread of being consumed through my 
own rashness* Besides, it must be obvious to 
all who have ever thought upon the subject,' 
. that many luckless wights, claiming to be the 
descendants of these illustrious dead, have so 
completely failed to establish their tide, that 
the claim of every new suitor becomes suspect- 
ed, thus subjecting the real heirs to many diffi- 
culties, by cruelly prejudicing the minds of the 
public — and this once being the case, you may 
pile Ossa upon Pelion, with the gigantic 
strength of the centaurs, but success, like the 
painted bow upon the evening clouds, will re- 
cede whilst you think yourself approaching, 
till it melts into distance and disappoints your 
hopes. I confess my constant habit has been, 
whenever a moral essay, popular address, or 
criticism, makes its appearance before the 
public, to look immediately at the signature at- 
tached to the piece ; but this I have since dis- 
covered to be very unfair, since the mind natu-^ 



rally associates the literary merits of those dis- 
tinguished persons whose names are renowned, 
and of course our expectations are excited, and 
if not realized, our disappointment is increased. 
It has no doubt often occurred to my readers, 
that if the spirits of those once renowned upon 
the earth, ever loo^ down from their blissful 
retreats in the skies, they must often smile at 
observing such strange metamcH'phosis of them- 
selves. A Socrates transformed . into a con- 
ceited graduate just returned from the dniver- 
sity to reform the age ; and a Longinus so 
changed, as to make the great father of criti- 
cism doubt whether he ever wrote a treatise 
on the sublime. As for myself, being extreme- 
ly careful not to call down the spirits of the 
mighty dead, lest they " denounce with a curse 
what they were invoked but to bless," l 
have sent forth my book from this my solitude, 
with no better title than Recreations. Let it 
be distinctly understood, 1 entertain not the 
lofty hopes of edifying the town, or reforming 
the licentious; neither do I deem myself quali- 
fied to set up for a satirist, or sustain the impor- 
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tant character of a monitor. The world is as 
good as my efforts are ever likely to make it ; 
and whether I am at rest or in motion, will re- 
volve with the same glory and harmony as when 
the spheres were first marshalled into order. 
Neither have I the vanity, even for a moment to 
suppose, that the gay collection of fashionable 
youth, who daily refresh themselves at the 
fountains of sparkling waters in Broad-street, 
will ever be induced by any. exhortations of 
mine to exchange these airy draughts for the 
depths of science or the gentler flows of lite- 
rature. My object is more humble ; 1 write 
for my own improvement and my own amuse- 
ment. Like others, I formed plans of happi- 
ness, but they are plans which much time and 
labour must perfect. Amidst the toil and per- 
plexities of study, the mind seeks frequently 
for some change in employment to afford itself 
relaxation. Sometimes I endeavour to relieve 
my feelings by sketching the pictures of fancy, 
or describing the scenes of real life. This I 
have found to be amusing and serviceable ; for 
whilst the mind is exercised in pursuing a train 



of ideas and arranging them in order, the fair* 
cy finds amusement in selecting proper terms 
and disposing them correctly. Some of ray 
readers may suppose this rather curious amuse- 
ment ; but let h be recollected that different 
constitutions have different habits. The great 
Lord Bacon recomjpfiended that the student 
should relieve himself, after severe study, with 
a beautiful prospect or vtrell written poem ; 
but books will not always please ; and, except 
the^harbour with its tremulous expanse of wa- 
ter, and the castle, and the distant town of 
Moultrieville, and the forts, and the wooded 
island with its painted mills and farm houses, 
we have, alas ! no prospects which the eye of 
taste can view unsatiated* How often have I 
wished for the lofty and commanding scenery 
of Scotland, or the picturesque beauties of 
Italy, on which to ^aze with rapture, and from 
contemplating which it is impossible to return 
but with " nerves new braced and spirits cheer- 
ed." But as wishes are not wings on which 
we can fly to the moimtain's far commanding 

height, or the valley's gentler scenes, we must 
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kindle around us those sunny landscapes and 
peaceful joys which come softly on the niind> 
and unbend it from graver thoughts and 
.weightier cares. Such were my objects in 
writing these little scenes of pure domestic 
bliss — and with feelings likewise pure^ I give 
them to my friends. 



ENGLISH COUNTRY LIFE. 
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ENGLISH COUNTRY LIFE. 



Alexander of Russia, was once known to 
say, that no life appeared to him more desira- 
ble than that of an English country gentleman ; 
it was a remark made by one who had expe* 
rienced the troubles of greatness, and looked 
around over the vast variety of situations, in 
which men are placed, for that which embraces 
the greatest portion of felicity. 

The English country gentleman, who. Lord 
of an extensive domain, resides at his elegant 
mansion, and is surrounded by bis tenants^ 
wbose fsthers had been the tenants of bis an* 
cestors, seems v monarch possessing the afiec«* 
tions of his sut^ects, without anjr of the car®^ 
of state. 
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A gentleman with whom fejiad travqllecTjOu 
the continent, invited me, after our arrival in, 
England, to 'Spend some time at the country- 
seat of his feuber, whither he was returning 
froi» a tour of several years ; accordingly the 
next morning we sprang into a tilbury, and 
left behind us the din and noise of London, at 
an hour when the rattling of market-carts and 
cries of milk-women and muffin-men, give 
notice to the sleeping thousands of this im-* 
mense metropolis, that it is broad day light — 
a very necessary piece of intelligence to the in- 
habitants of some of the narrow lanes and 
dark alleys. 

Though the sun had not yet risen, the roads 
leading into town were thronged with people, 
and presented a cheerful, animating assem- 
blage pf country folks, hurrying on with the 
produce of the farms, which, around London, 
are cultivated with the greatest taste, and ag- 
ricultural skill, for the supply of tins immense 
city ; small neat wagons, with piles of fresh 
vegetables, were moving steadily along the road. 
Girls on the side walks, carried baskets of 
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floorers, tied up irf beautiful bdauquets, or ba- 
lanced on their heads, wicker cages of fat 
young poultry. • 

There is a freshness in a summer morning, 
especially in a charming country like England, 
reviving to the animal spirits in the liveliest 
manner ; the season was such as set off every 
object to the best advantage; the tufts and 
hedges were of the liveliest green, and as the 
«un, which was now rising, peeped from his 
bed of golden clouds, large fields of grain 
spread out to his gladdening rays, and glitter- 
ed with the early dew ; the road Was smooth 
and passed through a most delightful country, 
where the ground swelled barely sufficient to 
give the variety of hill and vale, cultivated so 
extensively, and with so much regard to taste 
and elegance, that the landscape appeared un- 
der the directing hand of some skilful gar- 
dener ; on every side, I saw noblemen's man- 
sions, standing in large plantations, and em- 
bosomed in spreading elm3 or lofty sycamores 
Not a few of these lordly dwellings preserved 
Ae solid and massy architecture of earlier cen- 
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ituries, though the greater ntimber were of the 
lighter and more easy style of building which 
so generally prevails,, since the breaking up of 
the feudal customs. * 

The English must always have been a peo- 
ple of taste — ^it was impossible not to remark 
the happy selection of ground for the building 
of their casdes or country residences— elevated 
spots commanding extensive views of die sur- 
rounding scenery, yet so located as to admit of 
fine spreads laid out into green lawns and 
wooded parks for deer. 

As our arrangements were made so as to 
breakfast on the road, it was with no litde sa- 
tisfaction I saw my friend rein up his horse at 
the door of one of those large inns always' to be 
found at suitable distances cm the great post 
roads : here we were conducted from the ve- 
hide by a footman so genteel in appearance^ 
that at first I took him for master of the house, 
but quickly perceived my mistake on entering 
the inn, where we were received with attentive 
politeness, by an hale, hearty looking man, 
whose fresh, ruddy comple2uon, broad drab 
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coat, large pocket flaps, yellow top-boots, and 
air of importance, mingled with great civility, 
spoke at once his consequence as master of a 

"great public house, on the great London road. 
The refinement of English manners extends to 
every class of persons, with whom the gentry 
and nobility have any intercourse— the diffu- 
sion of intelligence among the people by means 
of daily newspapers, political and moral tracts, 
the continual passing and repassing of persoa^ 
through this extensive commercial nation, the 
privilege of speaking their sentiments on every 
subject, give to the English people a sense of 
their own importance, w hich is never felt by 
the people of other European cpuntries. At 

. the sametirae, the dependence of the pcjor 
upon the rich, the relation of tenant to landlord, 
th^diflftculty of always obtaining work, ren- 
ders ttipm civil, and soften|f.down that rough-* 
ness of character so characteristic of the lower 
orders in a free government. 

An English breakfast is generally light, and 
after partaking of a repast of hot rolls and new 

plucked fruit, we entered our tilbury, and were 
3 



#- 



18 



quickly rolling on our way ; so impatient was 
my fniend to reach home, that he quickened the 
trot of his horse by a smart application of a 
long elastic whip which moved in his h^nd 
with as much ease, and was applied with as 
much dexterity as entitled him to a distinguish- 
ed seat in the four-in-hand club. The day 
was remarkably "clear, and a fine sunshine 
spreading over the landscape, caused every 
heart to laugh with gladness. Stage coaches 
with their inside and outside passengers, rolled 
vigourosly along — Merchants anxious to reach 
London in time to be on 'Change — Ladies 
going up to town on a visit to friends — Coun- 
try Lasses going out to service — Half-pay 
Officers tired of one spot roving round the Isl- 
arfd — Gentlemen with their fowling pieces and 
dogs leaving the tediousness of city amuse- 
ments to enjoy the sports of the fields — Grave 
drovers with their fat herds, moving slowly 
along — Dashing young bloods driving phaetons 
and four — Curricles, and pair driven furiously, 
as if the fate of the nation depended on their 
speed — Gaping rustics and laughing girls stand- 
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^} 
ing at the doors or leaning out the windows of 

the cottages on the road side, gave spirit and 

life to the excursit]^. 

Neat villages, from whose bosoms rose the 
Steegle of some country church, lay sometimes 
in the vallies at a distance, sometimes opening 
on us from a rising ground, gave the traveller 
a very full and complete picture of the morals 
and happiness of a free people. 

The voluptuousness of summer spread over 
fields and groves — the hills were crowned with 
richness, and the vallies teemed with fertility. 
So satisfied were my own feelings, and so ab- 
sorbed were those of my friend by the thoughts 
of home, that for sometime we had ceased to 
^converse, and every thing remained silent. 
On a sudden, as wfe rode up a fine swell of 
ground, my friend, with a quick animating 
voice, exclaimed — " there's Harhon, yonder's 
the family m^sion — there's farmer Dolton's 
cottage, that knoll hides them, but you'll soon 
see the old trees in the chfcise beneath whose 
limbs I have so often sported when a boy, 
look — look yonder — ^there's the cupulo qh the 
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top of the stable." JBy this time we had turu- 
ed down a long broad avenue of elms, whose 
le^rge trunks and spreading branches formed 
an arch above the road, and conveyed a dis- 
tinct idea of the antiquity of the place. Now 
if there is*any antiquity I love, it is the antiquity 
of a country seat, where father is succeeded by 
son, who in time becoming himself a parent, 
is beloved by his children, respected by his 
tenants, till at length decaying like one of his 
old oaks, he transmits bis inheritance to an 
honourable race- of descendants. 

Passing down the avenue, we soon* arrived 
upon a fine lawh, spreading in front of an ele- 
gant building, from each wing of which ex- 
tended a neat white fence reaching on the one .* 
side to a stable and coach-house^ and on the 
other to a suit of offices for the domestics ; at 
some distance, though distinctly seen from the 
mansion, lay a number of farms, with the mo- 
dest Church rising from among them, and 
peeping through a clump of yews. I have of- 
ten thought it one of the advantages of the 
establishment, that every part of England is sup- 
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plied with Chapels, wherlj the humbler dass 
of society, one day in the week, at least, may 
feel itself regarded by the government 

It was now apparent we were observed from 
the house ; the door flew open, persons passing 
before the windows, and hastening into the 
porch, were coming out to greet us, and as we 
drove found a small sheet of water, father and 
mother, with the whole train of younger bro- 
thers and sisters, welcomed my friend to hip 
country and home ; — and never was meeting 
more sincerely aflfectioimte, aod -never in my 
Hfe was the rush oi blood through my gg^stem 
.more violent than at that monieat. I too ha4 
friends and relatives whom absence had en- 
deared, and whom the picture befi>re me 
brought fresh to my recollection ; — indeed, if 
in this life there be a mcnnent when the swell 
of pure and holy joy is cora|dete, 'tis vi^ien a 
son returns from his travels or the university, 
to the bosom of his family, and finds Ms pa- 
rents in fuir health, and^s sister blooming in- . 
to beauty and hrightemng with intJelligence. 
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As a friend of so welcome a guest, it may 
easily be supposed, my reception was such as 
spt me entirely at ease. ^ 

On entering the hall, which was wainscotted 
with oak, and hung round with old family^- 
picture3, a host of servants was collected to 
welc9me their young master. My friend shook 
each by the hand, and enquired affectionately 
after their families ; but the most striking 
figure in the gfoup was a grey-headed butler, 
who has spent the larger portion of his days 
in the service of the family, and was looked 
upon by the children with great respett and 
ei^teem. As he clasped the hand of my friend, 
his heart seemed labouring with its fulness, and 
a tear glistened in his mild blue eye as he re- 
peated, " God blqss you — ^God bless you, master 
John." My friend was indeed the hero of the 
evening; the father contemplated with satis- 
faction the son grown into manhood, whilst 
the mother was equally pleased with the ap- 
pearance ,Qf his graceful form, set off to the best 
advantage in the newest style of Parisian 
fashion. By this time the tenants had learnt 
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the arrival of their future landlord at the Hall, 
and were observed crossing the stile, and 
eoming over th^elds to pay their respects. - 
I verily believ^my friend felt at that moment 
more real satisfaction than could have been 
afforded the man of taste, by the fine exhibi- 
tion of Italian galleries of paintings, or was ever 
experienced by the autocrat himself at the re- 
view of his assem})led thousands. There was 
evidendy a degree of importance experienced 
by my friend from the relation in which he 
stood to those around him ; who evinced, by 
their respectful manners, they deemed him 
their superior. The social aQ!sctions,in the ex- 
ercise of which we must look for the supreme 
happiness of life, had in this instance fiill and 
expanded play. He was surrounded by those 
among whom he had lived when the affections 
were young ; with whose families he had 
mingled round the broad fire of some cottage 
ehimney, listening to the tale of wonder, when 
' told by some ancient father of the hamlet to 
the simple rustics. 



24 

There was a consciousness that his> station 
aflforded an opportunity of protnoting the wel- 
fare of those young men, an|^ virtuous young 
women, who were his companions in the games 
and frolics (^childhood ; who ran with him up 
the hill, or scaf^ered over the fields to disco\'er 
the nest of the earliest blackbird, or scaring the 
rabbit from her bushy retreat ; chased aw ay 
after her with whoops aa^ 'Shouting, till puss 
once m^e hid herself in a neighbouring hedge. 
Such wye the feelings of my friend, and such 
feelings »are truly enviable. 

There is certainly a desire of importance 
planted in us by the Almighty, for useful pur- 
poses ; we live but for a little while, and, like the 
hero of the Iliad, prefer to live that little with ap- 
plause ; to attain which, however, we often sacri- 
fice ease, health, domestic enjoyments, nay, too 
frequently the apprijfbation of ours.elves ; but an 
English gentleman, living among an intelligent 
yeomanry, attached to him by the strongest as- 
sociations, and who view him as the pride of the 
. manor, possesses the • opportunity of gaining 
much ajjjprobatlon, and acquiring permanent 
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esteem, witbout destroying the generous 9ikt* 
tions, or making many ^Tetched to maJie one 
mighty. Every object conspires to ina*ease his 
felicity. Tlie charms of nature which refresh 
the sight; the clear stream wmding &!r>ugh his 
grounds and reflecting the beauties Ci tr.oi&ies; 
the plain, with its ]LeQt w'aite ccttcj/es, tiie resi- 
dence <^ virtuous indepdnde^ce ; €ie doc^s and 
herds, scattered oVerxJch pasture^; cr reposing 
on the sides of the hillf^ihe horr of ttehpntef) 
responded to by the deep whi;;e of the hounds^ 
awakening the slum!)ers of mcrii; q^ 'nviting 
to the active sports of the day. The well train'- 
ed pointer and nimble spanid; searching for 
partridge or springing the woodcock ; the 
pleasures of still and quiet life ; sometimes seat« 
ed on the tangled root of a wide spread tree 
which overhangs the stream, and watc!iing the 
undulating cork as it^oats down the current, 
or plying the rod with ^ill to draw from the 
silvery tide the speckled trout ; sometimes re- 
posing on a mossy bank, and straining the view 
on a distant eagle, sailing leisurely over the 

clear blue ol an autumnal sky* These are 

4 
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some of the pleasures of a country life, but not 
these alone. The opportunity afforded by 
wealth, in exercising taste, in improving the 
grounds, or expanding and polishing the mind 
with the classic productions of the ancients; 
but aSK>ve all, the opportunity of making the 
happiness of others contribute to his own, are 
blessings which the country gentleman in Eng- 
land may enjoy; and such I found by a fort- 
nights tcsidence at the manor of Harleton, 
were the felicities experienced by the worthy 
family whom I visited, and whom I left with 
regret, to pass once more the extended waste 
•f waters. 



COUNTRY LIFE 
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COUNTl^ LIFE IN CAROLINA. 



Christmas was approaching^ and those who 
could afiford it, were hastening into the coun- 
try. The planter to give three days of refresh- 
ment and gladness to his negroes, and the youn{°; 
men to shoot the wild duck or chase t,he deer. 

The schools had already given holiday, and 
the litde urchins saw four weeks of uninterrup- 
ted happiness and sport opening before them. 
How they shouted, when th6 master, jafrer a 
few friendly admonitionS|(dismissed thenf from 
the restrcunts of school/ro scamper over the 
fields, ride the tackles and roll down the bay 
stacks. 

A Christmas in Charleston, is die dullest 
thing ima^able, the activity of business has 



ceased, jjnd a heavy, stillness setdes over the 
streets, except when broken by the report' of a 
two-penny brass cannon, fired by some mis- 
chievous boy. 

Having many friends, who Igd the enviably 
Kfe of a southern planter^ I found no difiicuky 
in determining upon the spot where my tiilie 
should be spent during this hol^ festival, an^ 
surely there is something beautifully approprir 
ate, just as the yearis going from among usj ig 
resolving to forget the anxiety and trouble we 
may have felt during its progress, ancj with one 
accord, cheerfully pay it our respects, as it rolls 
to mingle with the years long since beyond the 
flood. 

It was the morning preceding Christmas, 
that packing my clothes in a small portable 
trunk and strappiflg it on the sulkey, I prepared 
to leave the dullnessjjf a town for the gaiety of 
the country. A% I itJde through the streets, 1 
looked with compassion upon all such, as en- 
gaged in business, were prevented fi-om leav- 
ing the city. 
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There is a generous sympathy 'in our breasts 
which would impart its felicity to those around, 
and we are apt to imagine others dull when 
not partaking of the same pleasure as our- 
selves. 1 quickened the speed of my horse, and 
felt my own spirits quicken as we receded from 
the sight of St. Michael's steeple ; at that mo- 
ment, the talHorm and wiry leaves of the pine, 
tree, or the redbeny bush of the cassena, had 
more charms iij my view, than could have been ' 
afforded by the costly garden of Versailles with 
its playing Waters, dipt yews, green alleys and 
magnificent array of marble statues. So en- 
tirely ruraL>veremy feelings, that t^e ca wings 
of the crow from the distant oak, harmonized 
' with them mfj^' entirely, than the mingled 
tones of many wind instruments — nor could 
the richest tapestry which adorns the saloOn of 
Eastern luxury, impr^ , me Avidi the same 
delight as the variegated colours ol^the woods. 

It is peculiar to a southern winter that the au* 
turanal painting^the trees is never lost until 
the brightening verdure of spring mantles once 
more the fields and groves* The deep red of 



the water oak) the dan colour of the ash, the 
isoft and blended tints of the numerous shrubs 
sirhich^ow around the larger forest trees, all 
li^ed up by a brilUant sun from a deep blue 
dcy, open a scene of more extensive and vari- 
ous "beaufcy, than ever grew bene£tth the pencil 
of^ Claude Lorraine; not even spring, flushed * 
;;ivith yellow jessamines, hanging in graceful 
ringlets from the boughs of the birqh, or dress-* 
■ing withfmitastic beauty ike snowy spreading 
of die dogwood, is half s6 pleasing. At all the 
revolutions of the year, our wood» acre lovely ; 
in the spring dieare are blossoms— nin the sum- 
mer there is fiildess of verdure,?— the autumn is 
soilly pencilling Ibose tints whi^h bhish into the 
deepest colouring, when wti^r has brought 
among us sufficient of cold to remSnd us of fire- 
sid^^qyments, and left sufficient of warmth 
§o t^mpt us to the w^^tt noon. Yet a traveller 
i^ disappolpted, who living lie^rd of the rich- 
ness of tMjar Jiinds^. passes tb^mgh the country 
along the public ro^s, jwlw^-are laid o«ti>Vier 
«sten®iv€L flftts, ot pine t|0tn'enS'**^*so <hjtt not- 
«ritH8taaclii^idi& beani^ c^ tim mad&,A fide tof 
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many miles through the low country, is felt ta 
be monotonous. The neat cottage and trin> 
garden, so cheering to the traveller along the 
English road, together with the roll of stage 
coaches and rattling of post chaises, are entire*- 
ly wanted to animate the ride, whilst a few^^ 
log- houses,' scattered over the sandy plain, to- 
gether with the long lines of heavy laden wag- 
ons and jingling horsebells, but serve to make 
the scene more impressively dreary. It may 
therefore be imagined, I turned with very lit- 
tle, regret, from the broad road into my un* 
cle's avenue^ which running betiveen two rows 
of cedar trees, led up to a spacious mansion on 
a back s!;round,j3uilt in the comfortable style 
of Carolina hospitality, with its huge. Dutch 
roof and convenient suit of shed^reoms — even 
Syphax, my horse, seemed to revive as he turn- 
ed from the dust and ruts through which he 
had been passing for thirty miles, into view of- 
a comfortable pasture, extending in front of a 
well built stable ; whether he scented the rich 
straw stacks piled ijp so fre^^y in ,the bar* 
5^ . 
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yard, or was cheered with the prospect of a 
Qomfortahle stall for the night, I cannot say — 
but the gate no sooner slaqamed from behind US| 
Iban he pricked up his ears, and went off at a 
faster trot than he bad done for the last ten 
laUes, 

I knew there was much company at my un- 
cle's mansion, who regularly, once a year, as- 
sembled to spend a merry Christmas, and* was . 
therefore not surprised, as I whirled round the 
grass plot, to find aunts and uncles, cousins 
and friends, hasten out to meet me. Dinner 
)iad long since b^en ended, and the labourers 
ivere slowly returning frono( the fields with their 
lipes thrown across their shoulders, and happy 
|p the anticipation of three days unrestrained 
f i\)oyment. With my uncle, I had always been 
a favourite^ and long absence abroad, had com=- 
pletely driven from the recollection of my aunt, 
^1^ traces of my boyish follies. It was no 
)pi^er remembered that George plucked the 
ftrawberries from the beds, before they could 
J)e gathered by old Tom the gardener, or that 
the young ducks were driven So firequently into 
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the pond, as to thin the rising generation oT 
poultry. My reception was as warm hearted 
as was ever felt in generous Carolina — ^for a 
while, all was confusion — so many hands to be 
shaken— so many ruby lipped cousins to be kiss- 
ed — such a crowd of questions, and such re^ 
peated solicitations to tell the news from towd^ 
as would almost have distracted me, had not 
my imcle, finding I had not yet dined, ordered 
a table laid in the back rtiom, where after a lit- 
tle while, I repaired \o enjoy the substantial 
fare of fat wild diicks and tender venison. 

1 am not an epicure, but at' ^ that moment, it 
would not have been easy to persuade me that 
good eating w£^ to be disregarded in the caN 
culatio^s of this world's happiness — and here 
thought 1, (after having done ample justice to 
the repast, and soaking it in several bumpers o£ 
rich Madeira) here am I once more in the very 
house, and on the very plantation where sa 
many pleasant days were wont to be spent 

My father having engaged In trade, could 
never be persuaded to vest any portion of hit 
eapital in lands and negroes. It was theret 
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fore usual for my brothers and self, to spend our 
Tacations with our uncle. Not a tree around 
the dwelling but was an old acquaintance ; 
every object was so hallowed by the feelings of 
other days, that even the few alterations time 
had made, on the buildtngs in the yard were 
felt like usurpations on the ancient possessions. 
Even the removal of an old pigeon house, which 
once fronted the west, caused a regret, w^hich 
men of fashionable taste may ridicule if they 
please, but which 1 was not ashamed to indulge ; 
but the indulgence of these pensive feelings was 
not long permitted. My uncle, with a pride 
peculiar to usual economists, invited me to view 
the arrangements of his farm. , 

There was a snugness and comfortable air 
settled over every object, from the stable to 
the kitchen, and from the yard to the garden, 
which spoke a fulness and satisfaction general- 
ly to be met with on a well settled plantation. 
It would have been doing the farming talents of 
my uncle injustice, not to have looked with an 
Appearance of interest, onftekregular compa- 
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nies of fat oxen and heavy milch cows stroll- 
ing lazily along after the bull, who with hi&. 
thick neck and gruff countenance; was gravely 
leading the whole herd towards a large pen, 
sheltered from the cold dews by two wide 
spreading oaks ; the exactness with which the 
cattle were counted as they passed us one by 
one— th^ inquiries made of the cattle minder, 
howtoany quarts the dun cow had given at its 
last milking, or when the black heifer was 
likely to calve — the care with which the racks 
were examined, that there might be no want 
of fodder for the poor beasts, all shewed an at- 
tention to farming, that many of our planters 
would do well to imitate. As the stable wafr 
not far oflf, it would have been deemed uncivil, 
not to pay a visit to old Marplot, a horse im- 
ported from Virginia, and the father of half the 
colts in the parish. It was indeed a noble ani- 
mal, and stood proudly in his stall, among the 
sleek skinned mares, like an Eastern Sultan en- 
circled by his wives. I looked at him with a 
feeling not unallied to veneration, as the groom 
led him from the stall to pass in review before. 



m; he was not indeed such as when in th 6 
flush and vigour of youth, he trotted over the 
pasture with his arched neck and long curving 
tail — ^but there was that dignity and. grace in 
his whole appearance, which Phidias would 
have loved to represent, and which so forcibly 
strikes those who have^visited the Elgin collec- 
tion of Greek marbles, or those more fortunate, 
who have admired on the frieze of the Parthe- 
non itself, the finest sculptures of the most beau- 
tiful of animals. Ah ! George, said my uncle, 
with a deep sigh, old Marplot is not what he 
was, but he has had hip day, and like us of the 
old school, must be content to retire and give 
place to others* As th^ horse was led into the 
stable, the groom had ord.ers to see a bed of 
fresh pine trash spread for him and two mea- 
sures of oats above that of the other horses. 

There is a generous disposition in some na- 
tures, which expands at the happiness of not 
only man, but all other living creatures — an 
emanation from that glorious bein^, who smiles 
ail creation into gladness^ aod thrills the JMreastft 



39 .^ 

pf even the smallest birds, as they warble be- 
neath the sunny sky, 

I have seen many faces more intelligent, but 
jiever, in my life, any countenance, from which 
the soft expressions pf humanity came forth in 
greater fulness, and produced more powerful 
sympathy, than that of my Uncle's. , His taM 
form was unbent by years, whilst the whole set 
of his limbs, shewed one accustomed to active 
duties, and continual exercise. He had live4 
f<H* the most part in the country, and had his 
eccentricities— could never be persuaded to exr 
change his long suwarrow boots^ which he 
wore buckled to his short underclothes, for the 
fashionable Wellingtons, apd bag Cossack pan- 
taloons of the present day. He was not in* 
deed, one of those who look to olden times for 
every thing excellent ; but whilst he forbore to 
rail at modem degeneracy, adhered to some of 
the old customs^ and retained much of the qH 
style of living. 

The western sky now began to fade gradu- 
ally into those orange tints^ which in the eve- 
ning of our elear winter days, precede the 
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deeper hues of purple and crimson — t)ie sub 
was fast sinking to repose, but halted awhile 
above the tops of the trees, to light the litde 
birds to their leafy chambers, and then descend- 
ed gracefully into his own couch of saffron 
and gold. The shadows of the pines grew 
k)nger — ^the wild duck$ rose heavily from their 
creeks and cane girt plashes — painting their 
long lines upon the clear sky — troops of crows 
upon unsteady, wings, were passing over the 
plantation, and hieing their way to the far dis- 
tant wood nests — ^the smoke rose from the vil- 
lage chimnies in mpre dense and rapid curls, 
giving indication of cheer more than usual — 
the negroes were s^en moving from house to 
house with greq^alacrity — some carrying bask- 
ets of grain— others chasing the lusty hens, and 
tender pullets, that with loud screams and flap- 
ing wings, were scampering round and round 
the yards, seeming not at allinclined to add 
their feathered fatness to the merriments of 
Christmas. At one of the doors was a group 
of little negroes,^ some with children on thelc 
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backs— others straddling cornstock horses, on 
which they had been gamboling over the fields, 
listening with smiling faces, to the tones of a 
fiddle, which seenaed tunhig up from the drow- 
siness of many months, and giving notes of 
great preparation* At the distance we stood, 
it Wis ibipossible to tell precisely thg tune ; it 
gather seemed what may be called experiment- 
al music than any harmony of sweet sounds ; 
yet it must have had its charms*— even the elder 
negroes, as they were passing, would stop for a 
moment in front of the house to catch a few 
'j long di;awn botes. - ^ 

My uncle's driver npw approached to give 
an account of the employments of^the day and 
receive his instructioij^for the happy arrange- 
ments^of the morrow. As I felt littlp interest in 
these details, and the air grovidng chiller and 
chiller J I turned towards the house, to enjoy 
the comfoiits of a steady fire, whose yellow light 
spread, broadly oiubewcjl of the parlour. \ 

The group around us^were variously employ^ 
6d— at each cori^r stood a large, w^U stufied 

(6 
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arm-chair, which had been chairs of import- 
ance in our family, from the time of my grand- 
father to the present day. In one of these sat my 
aunt, whose well trimmed cap and close bodi- 
ed silk gown, set off to advantage, a face on 
which the impressions of beauty were still visi- 
ble, and a form always majestic — there was 
more vivacity and even strength of expression 
in her deep black eye, than we are accustomed 
to see in one of her years ; there was a com- 
manding dignity which claimed respect, and 
courteously received it from those around. Her 
mind naturally strong, had often occasion to 
gather up its strength and exert its fortitude, 
in the war of the revolution ; her husband be- 
ing an officer in Marion's brigade, was often 
compelled to leave his family on the plantation, 
and that under the most distressing circum- 
stances. The other chair was occupied by 
ber charming daughter, whose mild blue eyes 
were intentfly gazing oii the fire, and therefore 

did not perceive me, until seating myself by her 

« 

side in the s^me large chair, I4)roke the picture 
of felicity she was tracing in a heap of glowing 
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coals. Maria was about my own age, and as 
was natural, when children, we had regarded 
each other in our holiday frolics, as brother and 
sister. True, the family always predicted it 
would ripen into an affection more than frater- 
nal — they may prove mistaken, but I am not 
disposed to be angry at the idea — ^though my 
plans in life may not exactly accord with their 
anticipations, yet I thank them for the compli- 
ment they pay my taste, as Maria is gentle, 
and like some clear stream, reflects the purity 
of heaven from her bosom. 

On tlje right of my ajunt, sat her maiden sis- 
ter, to whom, every now and then, the chil- 
dren would run to refer the decision of some 
controversy respecting the precise manner in 
which " hot beans," or " whpop and hide,'^ 
should be played. She vvas indeed, and from 
time immemorial, or as far back as my memo- 
ry runs, been the patron of the children's games. 
It was Aunt Sally, who every Christmas, near- 
ly emptied Mrs. Vanrhine's shop of its wooden 
guns and tin s\^ords, to equip us for a long^ 
march down the garden walks — ^it was none 
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other than her, who made our paper cock hats 
and adjusted so nicely the litde plume of red 
bird's feathers ; nay, greater services had she 
rendered us, not unfrequently interposing her 
mild entreaties to save us from the rod, for wa- 
ging war against the turkey cocks which strut- 
ted defiance to our little train bands, as we de- 
ployed through the poultry yard. 

At a round table were seated several of my 
male and female cousins, playing matrimony 
at a game of cards, whilst each had a pile of 
corn to serve as counters. I could not but ob- 
serve how cheerfully free from unnecessary re- 
straints, are these family parties, where each is 
acquainted with the disposition of the other, 
and every one interested in the happiness of 
the rest — where heart is united to heart by the 
silken threads of love woven in the tender mo- 
ments nf childhood, and strengthened by in- 
crease of years. 

My Uncle now came 'in to claim the arm- 
chair, where Maria and myself were seated^ 
itnd which we had neglected to offer him 00 
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his entrance, having been so intent in calling 
up the memory of former times, as to have al- 
most forgotten the events more immediately 
before us. Being seated, my uncle related to 
us the arrangements he had made for ushering 
in merry Christmas ; it was delightful to ob- 
serve the interest all took in the narrative of 
his plans — ^indeed it was impossible for a bene- 
volent heart not to feel interested in these 
schemes for the distribution of happiness 
among his servants — no father in planning the 
happiness of his children, could be more de- 
lighted than my uncle, in devising modes to 
give his negroes pleasure — to him they stood 
in a more interesting light than as profitable la- 
bourers — most of them descended to him at 
the death of my grandfather, and many of them 
had been his humble play fellows in youth. 
He felt, it is true, the pride oi a baron among 
his vassals, but he felt also the strong regard of 
a virtuous chieftan to his faithful followers — 
and it was repaid with the deepest gratitude ; 
all I sincerely believe would have laid their 
lives down in defence of his ; some of the old- 



46 

er ones had actually risqued theirs when Caro- 
* fina was in possession of the British, and one 
servant in particular, was distinguished on the 
plantation for his fidelity. My uncle never 
failed to relate the following adventure, when- 
ever there was a family gathering round the 
Christmas log. To have forgotten it on this 
occasion, would have been strange, and before 
we retired to rest, it was related for the hun- 
dredth time in the following words : — 



At the surrender of Charleston, many of the 
ladies retired into the country, to avoid the in- 
solence of the British troops and enjoy the sat- 
isfaction of sometimes seeing their husbands^ 
who then waged a partizan war under Gen* 
Marion — ^but as either Tories or English sol- 
diers were stationed over that portion of coun- 
try to which they had retired, it was not with- 
out imminent peril the officers ever ventured 
from the American pamp to pay a visit to their 
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families. On one of these occasions, however, 
roy uncle, who the night before bad reached 
bis plantation in safety, was sitting at table 
with his wife and children, when a party o£ 
British dragoons were discovered riding brisk- 
ly towards the house ; to have remained, would 
have been death, yet the only mode of «sca^ 
was through the back door into the garden, 
and thence into the deep shades of the swamp ; 
this was effected, but the enemy having learnt 
the circumstance, resolved on discovering the 
place of his retreat, which Tom, who was my 
uncle's body servant, was supposed to be ac-^ 
quainted with, and mgiS so in reality, but aa of- 
fer could induce rtie faithfol fellow to violmte 
his trust — no threats could terrify him ioto a 
discovery — when, at last, a sergeant exaspera** 
ted at wJIf^^t he termed the fellow's obstinacy, 
drew out a" pistol and shot him down — fortu- 
nately the wound was not mortal, and Tom 
yet lives the greatest herb, except his master, 
in the estimation of all thetnegroes. 

This story led qn to others of the same kind, 
whioh sufficiently evinced the dangers and dif«- 
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ficulties encountered by the Carolina ladies ia 
those times of imminent peril ; it was indeed a 
spectacle of more than Roman sublimity, to see 
our females, with all the delicacies and refine- 
ments of polished life, sustaining their misfor- 
tunes with dignity, and animating husb^ds, 
sons and brothers, to persevere in the cause of 
humanity and true glory. So absorbing were 
these tales of other times, and such the interest 
excited by these accounts of female sufferings 
for love of country, that half the night had s^li- 
ded away on the silent and rapid wheels of so- 
cial intercourse, wheii my uncle rose from his 
arm chair, and bid us all *Wa good night." The 
family now dispersed, and with calm and plea- 
sant feelings, 1 retired to my chamber. 
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I know not whether the delightful prospect? 
and vivid feelings we enjoy, when the mate- 
rial part of man is at rest, and the spirit walks 
forth in the unrestrained freedom of its nature; 
give us any foretaste of those blessings which 
the ardent mind looks forward to beyond the 
confines of this globe, but I vished that nighty 
scenes of purity and happiness which belong not 
to this world, but if they exist any where ex- 
cept in the rich pictures of fancy, must have 
their being in some oCthose bright orbs, which 
float in silenyce through the deep vault of night ; 
scenes in which the soul expatiates, amidst 
boundless enjoyments, and where the purest 
and most refined senses alone are gratified, f 
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Walked in the Zodiac among the stars, but not 
with the solitary grandeur of the prophet up 
the Holy Mount — a form of female loveliness, 
seemed to walk with inexpressible dignity at 
my side, and strange as it may seem, her coun- 
tenance wore the mild and expressive features 
of Maria. As we adv^pced, brighter and clear- 
er heavens unfolded over us — strains of .music 
came floating up the still air — at first like the 
soft tones of the ^olian harp, touched by the 
li^ht fingers of zephyr — hut they gradually in- 
creased in depth, running at length into vio- 
lence, and woke me from a paradise of fancied 
joys. 

On recollecting myself, I found the beams of 
day-spring, just shooting through the casement^ 
and that the music proceeded from^a collection 
of rude instruments, played upon by the musi- 
cians of the plantation, who had come beneath 
our windows to welcome " Merry Christmas.'^ 
When the music ceased, the report o^ several 
guns heard in quick succession, not a little start- 
led me, but I soon rememl^ered it was but the 
** Feu de joie" always %ed on this, occasion by 
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Che bojrs, and with which 1 myself had often 
aroused the drowsy slumbers of a Christmas 
morning. At this moment, my door opened, 
and a servant entered, supporting a large wai- 
ter, in the middle of which stood a broad brim- 
med silver bowl, encircled by small drinking 
cups. 

Whether our holiday customs were brought 
over from Europe by the first settlers, or whe- 
ther their existence be of a more recent date, 
I leave the antiquary to determine — but it has 
always been the custom so long as I remember, 
to commence the festivities of Christmas with a 
cheerful glass of egg-nog. Being soon dressed, 
I was proceeding towards the parlour, when 
my progress was interrupted by a group of lit- 
tle cousins, who one and all, assailed me with 
the well known sounds, " Merry Christmas,'^ 
** Merry Christmas," cousin George. Return- 
ing the isalutation, I was proceeding on, when 
they caught the skirts of my coat, and declared 
1 should not serve them so — they had bid me 
" Merry Christmas" first, and I was bound to 
give a Christmas g^l Now^ it so happened^ 
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that in the huiTy of leaving town, I omittM to 
visit a toy shop, and was therefore entirely un- 
prepared for this encounter — ^so after a short 
parley, I was permitted to pass, upon condition 
of shooting a bird for each; Upon entering the 
parlour, my uncle rated me for sleeping so late^ 
the day was full upon us, and the whole plan* 
tation were gathered to see the cattle killed for 
their Christmas feasts. 

At n6 Roman sacrifice was mom earnest- 
ness of expression ever observed, than sat on 
the countenances of the negroes. As they ob- 
served us approaching the large patch where 
three fat oxen stood ready for the fatal stroke, 
the head men of the bonger, walked among 
the crowd, making as much preparation, and 
with an air of as much importance, as th^ 
Priests of Ceres, at the annual celebration of 
her rites. At a signal given, three men armed 
with axes, approached the animals, and almost 
at the same moment, they rolled their fat side? 
in the dust. All now was bustle — some pro- 
ceeded to the different offices of flaying and di-r 
viding the meat.; otjiers were selecting the 
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ihoicest bits, about which there would €^cm.* 
Bionally arise disputes — ^then indeed there was 
a babel of languages, African words mingled 
with broken English — vehement expressions, 
uttered with a facility and even strength, that 
amounted to eloquence — all speakers and all 
animated. As some time would elapse before 
breakfast would be ready, I left my uncle and 
the rest of the gentlemen, to return by way of 
the garden. 

Several acres of ground were laid out with 
considerable taste, on t^e plan of English gar- 
dening/ Though a winter morning, yet the 
sun threw its warmth over every object. The 
red-bird warbled from the top of the arbour, 
and constrasted its crimson plumage with the, 
deep green of the nondescript vine, which hung 
around it in perpetual summer. Scattered 
blackbirds flew from tree to tree, chirping and 
twitu^ing the quick kasae notes. The king< 
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fisher, with his purple robe and crown of tufted 
plumes, sat enthroned on a cypres^ branch^ 
which overhua^ the stream, or fluttered across 
the pond, on uneven wings, quavering hU 
broken catches, and suddenly darting dowtt 
upon some of his finny sul^ects as they sporti^^ 
beneath the surface. 

Considerable labour had been bestowed to 
make the stream wind through the grounds ba-^ 
heath deep banks of turf. WiUows planted 
^ong the margin hung theii verdant tresses over 
the water. Sfeveral little islands were scattered 
up and down, and from the centre ofeach grew 
a large tree, around whose trunk benches were 
placed, on which 1 remember t& have seated 
myself when a boy at the si^ ofMmktj ahd 
fistened to the clear tonf s of her voice, m^ifi^ 
music with the wild notes of a litde^i4!(Bkr whiii^b 
bung across her shoulder with a broad hk^ 
sash. At this time I passed a rustic b#)d|^^ 
and leaning carelessly agatnsf a popktr, wnsf 
amused with observing a fleek off geese, proudly^ 
arching their neeks as they floated sk)Wfy dnwtf 
the stream ; or eiise efttching tiM wi&4 ifi^ theiiH 
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balf raised wings, sail swiftly to the further end 
of the pond. All these objects brought the re- 
membrance of former days so softly on the 
mind, that I gave myself up to the luxury of 
thoaght. The pleasure we derive from sub- 
jects or events immediately before us, is often 
-60 keen and violent as to disturb the tranquility 
of our feelings, whereas the memory of days that 
are gone, come so over the soul chastened and 
softened by time — hope may cheer by its quick 
succession of images — but in hope there is never 
completion of happiness; that state of sober 
feeling, induced by the thoughts of other times, 
when the rough lines and angular projectionsr 
which crossed and fretted our path, are dimin- 
ished, and melted down by distance, can alone 
yield to the heart o( man fulness of satisfaction. 
Such were my feelings when the report of a 
gun starded me ; it was a most provoking 
noise, for it broke one of the finest day-dreams; 
that ever floated around the mind. I was pro* 
ceeding to chide the boy who shot ; when ob- 
serving Maria at the further end of the garden^^ 

I forgot my displeasure, and hastened down the 
8 
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plum walk to meet her. Resolving to approach 
without being observed, I turned down a green 
alley between rows of wild orange, and sur- 
prised her as she was walking pensively across 
it — though startled, a smile told me she was 
not displeased at being interrupted — so taking 
her arm in mine, we paced leisurely along, A 
few turns brought us to the foot of a knoll, 
which with a little more exertion we soon as- 
cended. Its top was shaded by a grove of 
young pines, which embosomed a little chapel 
ingeniously constructed with laths and twisted 
moss ; it resembled the holy retreat of some 
pious hermit, who leaving the world his bles- 
sing, sought out some "quiet spot — some sacred 
wood, to make his peace with Heaven." This 
chapel was a fancy of Maria's, and displayed 
not only ingenuity in the design, but taste in 
the execution. Its windows were pointed afte^ 
the Gothic manner, and its roof covered over 
with bark. A table and several benches were 
the only articles it contained ; on the table a 
bible, and Church of England prayer bookr 
generally were left, as Maria was accustomed^ 
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in good weather, to perform her morning and 
evening devotions in this sacred grove. After 
a little while she told me, that when we met in 
the garden walk, she was going up to the 
chapel, in order to pass a few moments in medi- 
tation and prayer ; and if I had no objection, 
would open the prayer book at the Chrismas 
service ; on my assenting, she read a portion 
in a clear distinct voice ; after which, she sung 
one of those beautiful hymns set apart by the 

Church for this holy day, beginning with the 
words — 

" When angels thus, O Lord, rejoice, 

" Shall men no anthems raise ?'' 

And, as she chaunted forth the line, 

*' Let heaven and earth in concert join,'* 

I thought her elevated among the choir of an- 
gels. — Religion, always lovely, never appeared 
in my view, half so lovely as at that moment* 
The very spot will ever be consecrated in my 
affections. The simple service of that one 
morning, has invested every tree on the knoll 
with a much grace — and made the grove as 
sacred as the consecrated roof, " re-echoing 
pious anthems." 
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The trees on the knoll were so disposed a« 
to enable a person from the chapel to command 
an extensive prospect. On one side, lay the 
garden with its square beds for vegetables, its 
orchard of apple and peach trees ; its long pop- 
lar walk, leading from the dwelling to tht 
fish ponds ; its winding paths and miniature 
forests, all disposed in conformity with the rules 
of good taste. Beyond the garden, the eye ro- 
ved over rich pastures, on which cattle, sheep 
and horses were grazing, until the view warf 
closed by the distant woods ; except where par- 
tially cleared, travellers were seen moving 
along the public road in carriages or cm horse- 
back. But by far the finest prospect, stretched 
In a westerly direction over wide rice fields, 
or meadow grounds, clothed with rich stubMe 
and animated with flights of birds, which there 
found abundance of food for the whole winter. 
Along this level tract of rich country, ran one 
of our large rivers, whose waters fertilize the 
grounds, and serve to freight down their im- 
mense annual products. In one place the ri^ 
ver spread into a broad sheet, resembling a 
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lake, whilst at another, it inlayed the fields with 
a narrow line of fluid silver. The country was 
so level and cultivated, that along the banks, 
settlements could be seen as far as the eye could 
stretch, resembling so many villages ; mansion 
bouse, and stables and bams, and negro huts, 
clustered like a little town, and gave to the 
scene a strong interest. 

The blowing of a horn, having announced 
the hour for breakfast, we left the chapel to 
]n*oceed towards the house. On our way, I 
observed a ruin overrun with ivy — I had no re- 
membrance of having; seen it in former times, 
yet its appearance was indeed venerably old. 
Maria enjoyed my wonder for a few moments, 
but at length gave me to understand that it was 
a modern ruin, in imitation of English gard- 
ening, and was put up at the suggestion of a 
gentleman who had travelled, and come home 
to reform his neighbour's ideas in matters of 
taste. True it is, the masons employed to 
build it, could never undarsitand the reason of 
so much trouble and expense for a half built 
tower, %od some mm of plain^ s^ose, evai 



62 

doubted whether it was possible to invest a 
brokeu buiHingj^vith tljose associations which 
give their interest to an English ruin ; but a 
traveller must be supposed better acquainted 
with such subjects, and of course the men who 
had never promenaded the garden of prin- 
ces, or surveyed the beauties of Europe, were 
obliged to submit. 

On arriving at the mansion, we found all 
the family assembled in the hall, and awaiting 
our return. Breakfast was prepared, and the 
large silver urn stood on one side of the table 
bubbling and hissing, as if impatient at our de- 
lay. " And you are come at last,'' said one of 
my female cousins, (a little arch girl of about 
fourteen, whose fresh and beautiful complex- 
ion rendered her the image of health,) "You 
have been I suppose so agreeably engaged in 
your morning walk, as to have forgotten we 
had not the same pleasures to detain us from 
breakfast." In a moment the face and neck of 
Maria, were spread with one of those modest 
suffusions, which the slightest allusion to love, 
WiU bring over the features of a delicate girl^ 
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^e endeavoured not to appear conscious of the 
hint, but the effort only put her in a more beau- 
tiful confusion. The conversation soon took a 
different turn, and my uncle in the course of 
it, proposed to the gentlemen, as the day was 
fine, and there was little wind to hinder the 
dogs from being heard, they should take a hunt; 
the proposition was agreeable, and orders were 
accordingly given to sound the bugle and| col- 
lect the hounds, which were scattered over the 
plantation — arid at its well known sound, it 
was amusing to see them creep up one by one, 
waving their tales and uttering a long whine, 
as they gathered round the litde hunting tac- 
key which the boy always rides through the 
woods to drive the deer from their lurking 
places and thick shaded coverts. My uncle 
^ood by and enumerated with accurate fidelity, 
the virtues of each. Tan was not So quick at 
Starting as my Lady Bull, but then he was 
more steady on the scent, and would run long- 
er — Tallihoe had a silver-toned, echoing cry, 
which resounded through the forest and ani- 
mated the hunt — ^but the most highly esteemed 
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was old Killbuck, a large brown dog, with' 
broad flapping ears, pendent below his nose, 
a thick hanging chest, falling before like a dew 
lap, and a steady demure countenance Kill- 
buck, said my uncle, is never led off by the cold 
scent which leads those foolish young hounds a 
yelping fr )na tJie tract, bat whenever he opens, 
he sounds the death notes of the deer. It was 
cheerful to see the spirit with which all the hun- 
ters prepared for the spwt ; in a little while, 
guns were loaded, horses mounted, horns 
blown, driver ready, and off they started on 
their sylvan war. 

Having taken a long ride the day before, I 
preferred remaining at home, and observing 
the manner in which Christmas was celebrated 
by the negroes ; yet the hunt had always been 
with me, a favourite amusement, and 1 remain^ 
ed on the steps, gazing at the hunters, as they 
receded from the view, and when at length they 
were lost in distance, returned into the housQ. 
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In the Piazza, at the back of the house, my 
Aunt, surrounded by the other ladies, was ma- 
king presents or Christmas gifts to the female 
negroes, who, forming a procession, advanced 
one by one, and in their turn, presented theu* 
voluntary tribute of fowls or eggs, wishing their 
mistress the compliments of the season, and 
expressing a wish, (which seemed to come from 
the heart,) that she might live to see many re- 
turns of this holy day. My Aunt enquired af- 
fectionately after the family of each, and ad- 
monished them to preserve order and regulari- 
ty during the three days they were free from 
the restraints of work. Whilst these interchan- 
ges of good feelings and pure wishes were go- 
ing on, an old negro was observed approach- 
ing the ladies, the oddness of whose dress at- 
tracted my attention — an old uniform blue 
coat, faced with scarlet, (which had suited well 
the tall form of a grenadier,) hung from the 
shoulders of a Utile bow-legged, wrinkled face 
fellow, and nearly swept the ground with it3 
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broad skirts ; an old fashioned cocked hat, 
pointed off from his head, with the fierceness of 
a three-cornered battery — it could be none 
other than old Tom, who never failed making 
his appearance once a year, in his master's cast 
off regimentals, which he preserved with scru- 
pulous exactness from the attacks of the moth ; 
and when thus accoutred, was as great a sol- 
dier in the eyes of all the negroes, as Marion 
himself-^an idea Tom contributed to maintain^ 
by telling long stories about Provost and TarF- 
ton, and continual invectives against Tories 
and the British — he had been in more battles 
than ever were fought, and if any one presumed 
to doubt the correctness of his story, Tom con- 
vinced him by throwing aside his jacket and 
shewing the scar on his breast ; this was an ar- 
gument no one could refute, and on Tom went 
with his narrative, to the great admiration of 
the younger negroes, and pride of the older 
ones, who had also a story to tell about when 
Provost was here, and the Tories were beaten. 
1 have often wondered why pur fourth of July 
orators, have never enumerated, among the 
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Bther blessings of the revolution, the opportunity 
it affords many a good personage of telling good 
long stories, I have often had occasion to re- 
mark that scarcely a man of fifty-five, but will 
prove to you the country is infinitely indebted 
to his exertions in the eventful period of the 
war for freedom. One advantage Tom had 
over many others I have seen, he was always 
listened to with deep attention, and the evident 
interest taken in his narratives convinced m 
he was fully credited for all he told. He ap- 
proached us with a very important air, and 
after wishing the ladies a good morning, and 
making a soldier-like bow, went on to in- 
form us " how happy he should be to have u5 
all come and see the manner in which he had 
prepared the village for doing honour to the oc- 
casion;" As we knew it would afford not only 
Tom but the other negroes pleasure, we one 
and all agreed to visit them and view their 
amusements. 
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As we walked down the broad way which 
ran between the opposite lines of negro houses, 
I was pleased at seeing the doors and windows 
ornamented with bushes of evergreen, which 
had been arranged by order of Maria ; the hint 
being gathered as she confessed, from that 
" beautiful of books," the Sketch Book. My 
Uncle wishing to unite beauty with conve- 
nience, had planted trees in front of the cot- 
tages, which growing in corresponding rows, 
formed a graceful colonnade, running up to the 
front of a spread-roofed building, with a 
deep porch resting on low massy columns, and 
presenting a neat picture from the eastern win- 
dows of the mansion house. In earlier periods 
of our history, there was a greater portion of 
attention bestowed in laying out the grounds 
around the planter's residence, than we are 
likely to see in , riding through the country at 
the present time ; the style is completely chan- 
ged, or rather is fast decaying ; you may now 
visit on the banks of the Ashley, many splen- 
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did remains of former grandeur, extensive gar- 
dens, whose pendent willows bend in inournful 
silence over the still waters of a neglected ba- 
son, and seem to weep its impoverished founts ; 
fine clumps of long surviving trees, spreading a 
deep and melancholy shade over the pebbled 
walks, no longer paced at declining day, by the 
slow and measured step of pensive beauty ; 
leafless avenues, among whose branches the 
winds as they pass, make solemn music, that to 

a mind attuned to melancholy, sounds like the 

• 

solemn dirge over -departed greatness. 1 1 is im- 
possible not to lament the fast decaying state of 
these monuments of ancient taste ; but the pro- 
gress is inevitable, taste can never flourish to 
its full perfection, but in the steady and cheer- 
ing rays of golden sun. Whilst the riches of a 
family descended only to the eldest born, the 
pride also of lordly state descended with it, but 
the breaking up and dividing of estates, since 
the destruction of primogeniture rights, leaves, 
seldom more than sufficient to incite to new ef- 
forts after wealth ; and it is not uncommon to 
siee the snowy fleece of the cotton plant cheer* 
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ing the hopes of the young planter, on those ve- 
ry spots where his father walked among cool- 
ing shades and " long protracted bowers." 

If a throng of little blackamoors, jostling one 
another, and striving to keep their places before 
the door had not served as a sign, there would 
yet have been no difficulty in finding out the 
manner in which the negroes were amusing 
themselves. For the shuffling of feet, thumping 
of sticks, rattUng and droning of tambourines, 
together with 3craping of fiddles, placed it be- 
yond a doubt that they were engaged in dan-^ 
cing. The voom in which all this merriment 
was going on, though it could not boast of many 
drnanients, yet once a year at least was the 
scene of more real joy than many a marble 
palace, with its lofty dome and fluted shafts. 
A Flemish painter would have found many 
strong features of home-bred pleasure to body 
forth on the canvass ; on long benches round 
the room, the elderly negroes were seated, 
eyeing with visible satisfaction the various skill 
disfriayed in the dance, which now progressed 
with considerable spirit la the uppermost^ 
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seats the musicians were arranged ; characters 
too important not to be described more par- 
ticularly. First, Old JaCk was scraping on his 
newly varnished fiddle, and keeping time with 
his left foot, which kept order in obedience to 
the shake of his head. Next in rank, was 
Sambo, shaking whh infinite variety the little 
bells round the circle of his tambourine. And 
lastly came Cudjoe, thumping away on the 
floor with two perpendicular clubs, in concert 
with the rest. All was life and animation — 
turning partners, crossing over, wheeling round, 
yet winding through all the mtees of the dance 
with surprising exactness. Before the dance 
was half through, a fresh couple would dart in, 
^ that before the music ceased, many sets were 
wearied down. 

So partial are the negroes to these amuse- 
Bients, that whole nights are sometimes spent 
in dancing — neither are tbey destitute of skill 
in the movements ; one dance attracted our at- 
tention more than the others — a female, with a 
shawl, held in both hands and hanging before 
Tier like a slack rope, moves in a slow measured 
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SQtep through a circle, whilst the men dance 
round her ivith the quickest motions — these 
dances though not various, are lively, and if 
they want the grace of the Grecian pirrhic 
dance, have nevertheless all their spirit. No 
masque in Queen Bee's time, ever exhibited 
more variety of dress, than was seen on this 
occasion — a fox skin cap with its bushy tale, 
dangling from the wearer's head, reminded one 
of the days of Robinson Crusoe — wreaths of 
' artificial flowers, whose colours had lost their 
freshness ten years since, fascinated the heart of 
some tender chiM of Africa, a3 they displayed 
their various hues from a bush of well combed 
woolly hair — thick clumsy shoes were contrast- 
ed with cast off kid slippers, whilst spangled 
muslin would glitter in the same country dance 
with coarse woollen frocks and pewter orna- 
ments. Such is the influence of fashion, that 
its operation was experienced even in this as- 
4sembly — ^the house maids were evidendy the 
belles, who looked around them with an air of 
self satisfaction, not unmingled with a feeling 
of pity for those of their own sex, whose sphere 
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Ited been limited to neighbouring plantations, 
to have attended their mistress whilst she spent 
the gay months in the city, was considered as 
conferring a title to great attention and in- 
creased respect from those whose utmost flights 
of fancy could, never reach these house maids' 
glowing-descriptions of a Charleston ball-room. 
In spite of the opposition sometimes attempted 
by a spirited country girl, it was obvious the 
house-maids led the ton — ^to the admiration of 
the men, and envy of the women- 

At a signal made by Old Tom, the music 
struck up a brisk air — and the sable beaux and 
belles moved off to dinner, which" had been 
prepared in an adjacent building, by the order 
' of Maria, wlio exerted herself to throw as much 
comfort and gaiety around as circumstances 
would admit. As it would have in some 
measure restrained their flow of feeling to have 
visited them at table, we left them to eat and 
drink, and be joyful, whilst the happy period 
remained, and turned our footsteps towards 
the mansion, that we might arrive in time to 

congratulate the hunters on their success ; for 
10 
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as they galloped up the avenue, I could see fhef 
branching honours of an old buck, dancing up 
and down l)ehind the saddle of the driver. 

Company began now to arrive ; dinner was 
soon ready; the guests in good spirits; my 
uncle happy, because all around him were so-« 
and the day fnrogressed in mirth^ and closed 
in peace* 
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